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might at least be told to the outside world. As events
\verc to prove, they had reckoned \vithout the power
of a national censorship.
We followed our guides across the railway line and
entered a dimly-lighted hotel. We were shown straight
up to a room that might have belonged to a prc~
Revolution Russian novel. A little brass plate on the
door said "Chambre de luxe/' Only the bed was
Chinese, of the kind that is found in superior city
brothels, with mirrors at either end. The blinds over
the windows were tightly drawn.
Tea was brought, and we ssat around a marble-
topped table to discuss plans. Messengers came and
went; maps were produced and pored over. Chou
was a different man now his eyes shone with en-
thusiasm, he had lost the hunted look I had first
noticed in Peking. We were among friends,
The plan we agreed on was fairly simple. Wo would
take the iirst train to Taiyuan, the capital of Shansi,
and spend the night there. The next day we would go
on down the narrow-gauge line that runs south to
Tungkwan, slip the train at a little station called
Ho Ma, make our way to the Yellow River that
divides the provinces of Shuns! and Shcn&i; and
somehow try to get across* A message could be sent to
8ian> Chou said; and across the river a car would be
waiting for us. It was only a two days* run from there
to Sian* At the most, we should do the trip in five
days; with luck, we might do it in less.
Even so much delay was maddening, but it was
the only safe route we could find- The road from the
south was blocked by the Nanking troops—at any
moment serious fighting might break out* This river
road should still be open.

